44	Can This Marriage Be Saved?
There is a streak of the martyr in Elise. She still remembers I was
at a boxing match the night of Johnnie's birth, but seemingly she
doesn't remember that she went into labor two weeks early, and
I got to the hospital as soon as I could. As a rule, I'll admit, I let
Elise take full charge when the kids are sick, and I duck out on
the hospital waiting. My philosophy is to avoid depressing places
and depressing thoughts, and look on the bright side of things. Elise
is the opposite of me in many ways. When I'm on the road I know
she feeds herself and the kids hamburger when I would rather
they all ate steak. It would make my own steaks taste better.
I didn't expect marriage to be 100 per cent perfect. To be honest,
in my youth I didn't intend to marry. I was comfortable sharing an
apartment with my mother and I enjoyed running around with all
the girls. To me, marriage seemed too grim, too confining. Devoted
as I am to my mother, I can recall occasions when she made it hot,
for my father because he didn't earn enough to suit her. Of course
he had no right to run around with other women the way he did,
but I didn't think it was his fault he lacked the money-making
knack. When my parents were divorced and my father didn't fight
for my custody or even ask for visitation privileges, I tried to kid
myself it was because he couldn't afford my keep. But in my heart
I knew the real reason he didn't want me around. My father, who
was a great athlete in his day, considered me a weakling and a sissy.
By the time I reached college age I was able to show him differ-
ent. I had an athletic scholarship for two years out of the four. I
wasn't heavy enough for football, but I was on the tennis and swim-
ming teams.
In spite of Elise's tact, I know she doesn't think of me as being
special in any way. I wish she could be proud of me. I've climbed
high in a hotly competitive business. The product I have to sell, the
identical product and just as good, is offered at a lower cost by sev-
eral of our competitors. My customers cheerfully buy from me.
Why? They buy because I sell them service. In other words, I sell
them on myself.
Since I can sell myself in a rugged commercial field, I'm fairly

